THE 


Poungmans careleſs Wooin 
And the Witty Maids Replication ; 


All done out of. old . Engliſh P2overbs. 
To the Tune of, Aarsand Venus. This may be P:inted. R. P, 
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| 3 pear in an Arbour devoted to Vers, £3 Tell me not my Love, as white as the Doveis - 
unſeen I heard, two fond Lovers contend; ke: for you would fay ſo if you ſaw her within 
Noting how _ from buſineſs can wean us : Shitten come ſhites the beginning of Love is, 
and yet their Love, come to an unhappy-end : and for her favour I care not apin, 
The blinded Boy no victory wins, 18 No love of mine, ſhe ever ſhall be, 
As you ſhall hear he now begins. 5 Sirreverence of her Company. 
73, 
1 prethee Sweetheart grant me my deſire, dc Z 1 will no more in love by her hands ſhake 
for I am thrown as the old Proverb Y0ES, I let her go ſeek one that fits for her mind, 
Out of the Frying-pan into the Fire : 2% Wou know what's god foz'a Sow as a Pancake : 
and there is none doth pitty my woes, . 55: and under ſuch Dirt, 'lene're be confin'd* 
Then hang 02 dzown'd himſelf my mule bees And he that hopes her Love to win, 
| For there is not a T--::: to chooſe. 42 Refolves to run thzough thick and thin. 
Moſt Maids are falſe tho' ſome ſeem holyer 4; The? her disdainfulnefs my heart hath cloven : 
yet I believe they are all ofone mind, a yet amIof ſo gallant a mind 
Like unto like, quoth the Deel to the Collier : -4: Flle ner crecp in her Arſe to bake jn her oven; 
and they prove true when the Devil is blind, = for *tisan old Proverb, Catafter kind, 
Let no Man yicld to their deſire £8 And this Ple fay until I dye, 


Foz the burw?d Child doth dzead the firc. 452) Farewcl « be hang, that's Þ wis good tuy. 
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The Witty M4IDS Anſwer. 


The filly Maid drown'd'in 'Tears' of vexation, 4% I mult confeſs that I loved thee well one day, 
ap > to him whom ſhe lov'd beſt of all; 4% but ere that thou findit me do 1) again, | 


Sucha ſad ſonnet fo peſter?'d with paſſion £8 Thou ſhalt come kiſs me where J lat on Sunday 
tearing her hair to the ground ſhe did fall, 47% We fooliſh Maids put to much truſt in Men, 
But riſing up undauntedly #8 For when we think weare in our Hcaven, 
ſhe untohim made this reply. 422 Vouleave us all at (ixes and ſcavens, 
LI 
If I ſhould grant unto thee thy deiire a Thou only ſeekeſt to know where my ſtock is 
without obtaining my Mother good will 455 Put tap by mp troth, ſome are wiſer than ſom: 
Then *m ſure all the Fats in the Fire: -- £5 Near-is mp Petticoat, nearer my Smock is, 
I know what I think, and think 1 will ſtill , 45% andthyEntertainment ſhall be {ike Jack Drun 
my Muſe and yours are paltry Elves 8 For when my Portion thou halt got, 


Thep may go hang and dzown themlelves. - 5x2 "Tis ned thatmakes the old Uife trot. 


Thou may'ſt go follow thy (weetheart toNorwich bee And thus to conclude upon our conferring, 
ſhe is a Laſs that's fit for your: Tooth, £23 molt Men are as falle, very few Men are true 
A Sluts god enough to make Slovens Pozridlge 43% They are neither Fiſh, Fleſh,nor yet goo;il rod tiers 
and that was the reaſon yea left me forſooth ; £2: we muſt ſpeak truth, give theiDevil his dew:{(ring 
But this I ſay, and will do ſtill, +3. And this ſhall be my lait reply 
*'Tis a god Jack makes a good Jill. $86 Go walk up out Knave wht care 1. 
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